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contemporary world. And it is natural that his juniors, re-
sponding in a similar way to the same surroundings, should
be haunted by the voice of Eliot and Eliot's models.
When Tate writes:
Heredity
Proposes love, love exacts language, and we lack
Language. When shall we speak again? When shall
The sparrow dusting the gutter sing?
it seems a reminiscence of the hysterical lady's cry in The
Waste Land, and of Eliot's Third Prelude:
'And when all the world came back
And the light crept up between the shutters
And you heard the sparrows in the gutters,
You had such a vision of the street
As the street hardly understands .. /
That is not simply because both poets are talking of sparrows
in gutters. It is rather because both are obsessed by the dingi-
ness of the vulgar life around them, and the helplessness of
the poet who must be heard above the nervous cacophony.
Tate's first book is thick with such echoes.
I see you old, trapped in a burly house
Cold in the angry spitting of a rain
Come down these sixty years ...
is a variant of the opening of Gerontion, that epitome of de-
cline, and throughout the volume there are further tokens of
a sympathetic reading of Eliot, The other poets whose work
reflects his are likewise not mere plagiarists (though he would
seem to have shed a grace upon plagiarism). To set Ransom's
sonnet with the line: *A macaroon absorbed all her emotion'
beside Mr. Apottinax, which concludes:
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